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SCENE 3

A ROOM IN THE PALACE

Enter KING and courtiers. Enter OGRESS with the cradle which
she begs to give as a present for the elder prince to sleep in.
The KING accepts it, and appoints her as a lady-in-waiting
and puts her in charge of the cradle and the child. Exeunt
all except the OGRESS and the child.

OGRESS. It is night now, and I will take away both the cradle
and the child. Ha, ha, I am the wave of wit, mistress of cunning
Do you wonder that I am the favourite rose of my dear brother?
I am the soul of cunning, the trumpeter of cunning-falsehood, the
university of strange-cunning. I dare cut off my knee even, for my
cunning will make it grow again. If a dead fish were to be married to
me, it would become alive through my wits. As Shin Kissee, the
famous monk, knew in his mind the eight volumes of Pali grammar,
I know all the divisions and kinds of wit and cunning. . . . But I
must hurry back to my forest, which looks half-shining, half green-
gloomy. My lord of the orchestra, will you show me your wit ? (Exit
idih the child as the orchestra plays).

[Enter KING and ministers in haste. Ministers inform the KING
that the prince has been stolen. He blames them. Exeunt. In
outline only, left to be filled in later on the stage.']

SCENE 4
THE FOREST

Enter OGRESS.    In a soliloquy she says that she did not eat the
little PRINCE but has brought him up as her oven son.    He is
now a youth of sixteen years, but does not realise that he is not
an ogre.    In outline.
Enter PRINCE.

PRINCE. I am the ogre-prince whose fame travels even to Mount
Mayyu that is surrounded by a thousand hills. My power and glory
exceed those of other ogres even. I am the ogre in whom glory
flowers, whose god-given weapons number a thousand, who stands in
solitary greatness among other beings. I will now wander into the
thickest part of the forest, glorying in my right arm, which is studded
with diamonds of strength, and inlaid with gold of power. My lord
of the orchestra, please show me the way, and wet the faces of the
golden virgins watching this play with tears of emotion by your
music.